POETS  IN PARADISE

together and lodged a complaint.   A constable was deputed
to take them to the government hospital.

"When the case came up for trial, witness after witness
stepped into the box and gave evidence to support the
story. The nephew in the dock said nothing. He just
stood with a vacant grin upon his face. In most cases,
the accused has a dozen watertight alibis and produces a
stream of evidence to prove his innocence. This one did
not even trouble to engage a pleader. When the prosecu-
tion had made things look exceedingly black, he told his
story.

"It so happened that on the day that he was supposed
to have broken his uncle's arm, at an early hour he had
set out for Shiraz. He reached the Gate-of-God-is-Most-
Great, and felt a burning pain in his side. He sat down.
The pain grew worse. He called the policeman on duty,
who carried him into the guard-room. A doctor took him
into hospital. Thus he had a perfect alibi, vouched for by
official witnesses, all strangers to him. Not only was the
prosecution confounded, but a whole train of professional
witnesses stood condemned for perjury.

4CThe problem of father anil son was not so much to
win the case as to extricate themselves. The ever-
resourceful son came to the rescue. He whispered for a
few moments in his father's ear. The old man's face
gradually broadened into a beam.

" 'Now I remember/ he said. CI fell over a boulder,
broke my arm, and fainted with the pain. Of course.
I must have dreamed my nephew's part in the affair.5

"The spark of imagination served to light the fire of
destiny. The son became one of our country's most
eminent lawyers."

Some more beggars pestered us as we made to drive on.

"They are loud when they beg/' said Rumi. "It is
good, for when they are silent they steal. Is it not written
in the Quran that prayer carries us half-way to God, fasting
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